THE BLIND MAN'S HUNT

without reflecting that the nobility of the Schoudlers, a nobility of
finance, dated back only to the reign of Ferdinand II.

The children's appetite was utterly destroyed. In vain the butler
offered them mountains of food on heavy silver dishes, from which
arose a steam like incense. It was one of the giant's new eccentricities
that he insisted on the kitchen's providing menus of ridiculous abund-
ance. He helped himself enormously and attacked his food like an
ogre. But the children had noticed that he sent his plates away still
three-quarters full.

"You must eat," he said.

"Thank you, Grandfather, but I assure you I'm not hungry/' replied
Marie-Ange weakly.

She felt a painful lump in her throat and wondered whether she
would be able to keep back her tears till the end of the meal.

"Yes, I understand; you're thinking of your father, my poor chil-
dren," went on the Baron, continuing to deal out his poison. "It's a
pity you did not know him better. What an admirable man he was I
And how he loved you!"

Even before she expected it, the tears began flowing from Marie-
Ange's eyes and soon shone on her cheeks. But that did not diminish
the painful lump.

Miss Mabel, not daring to express her disapproval, parted her lips
over her teeth.

Jean-Noel avoided looking at his sister; he felt that he was going to
cry too. But his sorrow was counterbalanced by the hope of a vain but
splendid revenge. Might there not be some means of killing this
horrible Monsieur De Voos who was going to take his mother from
him? Or at least of frightening him? Might one not send him every
day a threatening letter? He also considered running away and imag-
ined his mother turning tragically to Monsieur De Voos and saying:
"My son has gone. It's your fault!"

"Yes, she's giving him a pretty successor, I must say," went on Baron
Schoudler. "And if she wanted to take a commoner, there was always
Simon Lachaume. I've told her so twenty times. There's a fellow who
started from nothing and will go far, because I have made him. You
will have seen that he has been a deputy since yesterday. Elected on
the first round, without a ballot. That at least is satisfaction to me."

Jean-Noel's inward anger turned against Simon Lachaume. Jean-
Noel loathed the short, ugly man, with the retreating chin and hairy
fingers. He hated him above all because the giant quoted him as an
example at three lunch-times out of four, and this would have been
enough to make him loathe anyone whether he were Guynemer,
Turenne or Napoleon himself.

Jean-Noel wondered whom he did love. He did not love his grand-
father, that was certain. Even though today he felt vaguely that he was
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